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THE SEA. 



PABT OF A LONG 8T0BT. 



It surged and foamed on cold grey lands, 

"No life was in its waves: 
It roUed and raged on barren strands, 

Or thundered into caves: 
And yet it sang a glorious song, 
An ancient Paean loud and long. 

It broke upon the new-made beach, 

That roaring, restless Sea^ 
The only burden of its speech 

One word, — ^Eternity: 
And ever sang that glorious song. 
An ancient Psean loud and long. 
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2 THE SEA. 

Then crept a subtle warmth thronghout 
The cold dark waves; anon there came 

The stir of life, and round about 
MoTed creatures of a wondrous frame; 

And Ocean, as it felt them move, 

Learnt a new song and sang of Love. 

Then rose tall trees upon the land, 
And verdure clothed the barren shore, 

And Earth knew that her Maker's hand 
Had made her lovelier than before: 

And the low breeze from plain and grove 

Stole o'er the seas and whispered "Love." 

But ever as the ages roll'd 
"Warred on the lonely restless Sea, 

Striving to grasp in one wide hold 
The great Earth's empire, and be free; 

And oft-times burst its fountains deep. 

And seized the realm at one wild leap. 



THB SEA.. 

The breeze came down with gentle power 

And shook its bosom into sighs. 
The winds come down with whirl and shower 

And bade the stormy waves arise: 
Then spake the Spirit 'Peace, be still!' 
And Ocean slumbered at His will. 



The victor Ocean knew His voice, 

That came from heavenly places there; 

Then did the morning stars rejoice 
To see His works so very fisiir, 

As earth from out those waters wild 

Eose lovelier fax and sweetlier smiled. 



And Land and Ocean teemed with forms 

Each age in Mrer beauty cast; 
And from the bosom of dark storms 

Love, Heaven's bright halcyon angel, passed, 
And poising on the charmed breeze 
Built her sweet nest on sleeping seas. 
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4 THE SEA. 

Till at the last a whisper came 
To where old Ocean marked the hoars 

That; fashioned with a glorious frame 
Id Gk)d's own image, 'mid &ir flowers, 

Man walked Creation's crown and head; 

And Love's great work seemed perfected. 

Old Sea, thou shalt not see him! l^ever 
By thee shall Man the Immortal stand, 

And hear thee roll and roll for ever 
And murmur to a happy land. 

A sin, — a curse, — ^Mao surely dies. 

Thorns vex his earth, and tempests rend his skies ! 

But wandering there an exile sad 
He stood beside the sounding shore. 

And oh! what thoughts that mortal had 
To see thee breaking evermore, 

And, wondering what it is to die. 

Hear thine old song 'Eternity.' 



THE SEA. 

The ebbing tide drew moaning back; 

*Thou too' he said, 'dost change, Sea.' 
But foaming o'er its ancient track 

It thundered upwards angrily; 
The same broad Sea for ever beating, 
For ever coming and retreating. 

Silent and sad he turned away, 

Yet filled with one grand burning thought. 
And much he mused on that first day 

When eve her heavenly secrets brought. 
And starry hosts thro' boundless sky 
Proclaimed God's boundless Majesty. 

Tor ever, ever' rang the moan 

Of the sea-surges in his ear. 
Tor ever, ever' the same tone 

Was echoed on from sphere to sphere. 
And scarce his shrinking thoughts could £ice 
That endless Time and endless Space. 



6 THE SEA. 

He said 'Death cannot be the end — 
Some vexing day may blind my sight. 

But eve, the weary wanderer's Mend, 
Will open up new realms of light. 

And ebbing like the rolling main 

My life shall surely flow again.' 

So thinking of his wondrous doom. 
Of the bright promise of his race, 

He turned him inland, and the gloom 
Had passed from Nature's troubled face, 

As in that endless scroll he read 

'Thy seed shall bruise the Serpent's head.' 

Ye glorious billows, surge in pride! 

Earth's realms are 'neath your stormy path, 
Only one little ark doth ride 

Safe through the elemental wrath; 
Bage on, ye floods, — ^ye cannot win. 
For Gk)d's own chosen dwell therein! 



THE SEA. 

Back, and for ever! Nevermore 
£7 that bright bow that spans the sky 

Shall ye transgress the wearied shore: 
E'en now in tinted harmony 

The token that our Ood is true 

Spans the dark clouds and rests on you. 

Who Cometh here with haste and toil, 
As one pursued, through morning grey? 

A people vast and rich with spoil. 

Divide, thou great deep Sea! Make way! 

WaU up thy waves of angry hue, 

And let God's chosen ones pass through! 

Back, 'tis enough! Those chariots proud 
Are not the Lord's. Seize, Sea, thy prey! 

Thine, thine is all that splendid crowd 
Of Egypt's mighty ! Hark the lay 

That floats above thy floating dead, 

"Shout, Israel, the Lord hath triumphed!" 



8 THE SEA. 

Ages pass on: — ^A little ship 
Is straining o'er the angry waves 

Of Chinnereth. Blanched is each lip 

Save His who sleepeth. *Save, Lord, save/ 

They cry, and at His 'Peace, be still!' 

The wild waves reverence His wiU. 



There too once more when tempests beat 

And toss that fisher-boat again. 
The waves bound up to kiss His feet 

And reverently own His reign. 
Love's own great reign, which ne'er shall cease, 
For God Eternal is our Prince of Peace ! 



Such homage did the inland lake, 

And thou, great Sea, the sound hast heard 
And rolled it on: wherever break 

Thy waters, that sweet Gospel word 
Hath whispered and is whispering stiU 
The message of God's great goodwill. 



- THE SEA. 

There is a conscious strength, Sea, 
Within thy depths, a glorious spirit 

Breathing ^ strange pure liberty, 
"Which they and only they inherit 

Who know thine ever-varying forms, 

And fearless ride upon thy storms. 

These see the wonders of the Lord, 
A solemn trust their heart possesses; 

The waves have raged, the tempests roared. 
But He hath looked on their distresses; 

His word of love hath laid the sea, 

And brought them safe where they would be. 

Thy spirit, Ocean, dost thou teach 
To them that dwell beside thy shore: 

Thine empire far as eye can reach, 
Thy long waves breaking evermore, 

Teach silently thy sons to see 

The breadth, the strength of Liberty. 



16 THE TEMPEST. 

Beside the hearth with kindly face 
Lit with the smile of tender grace 

Which children's happiness 
Calls up from parents' hearts that* know 
How much of blessedness doth flow 

From children's fond caress, 
The Father sat, a gentle man 

With frame for gentle purpose knit; 
Yet if aright that face you scan 

To noble ends you destine it. 
His dark eyes flashed his soul's desire, 
As o'er charred lands some mountain-flre, 

Above his wasted cheek; 
The holy zeal that burned within 
Ever towards heaven its way would win, 

And made his silence speak. 
The habit of his garment shewed 

One who the flock of Christ did feed, 
'Twas Mth's own Are that in him glowed; 

And trustfully he'd sown the seed. 



THE TEMPEST. 17 

Wow of his labours others reap, 

His voice is low, his body frail; 
Too sorely a continiial sleep 

Is creeping o'er those features pale : 
Yet their serene expression shows 
How faithfully that sufferer knows 
That Jesu's love is passing great, 
And " they too serve who stand and wait." 

A people's love had bidden him cease 
To waste, in labour, strength which care 
And quiet times and fresher air 

Might nurture to a great increase. 
And here from Summerdale he'd come 
In Autumn hours and made his home, 
Ear from his friends, but not less near 
To their fond hearts and loving prayer, 
And God whose Love is everywhere. 

Three others there beside him seated 
Made his heart glad with mirth repeated, 



18 THE TEMPB8T. 

And many a tale and tune. 
Oh Botha of the Saxon hair. 
And laughing eyes and summer air, 

As summers are in June, 
So warm and yet so fresh withal, 

How can I paint a thing so hright! 

The Artist cannot paint the light 
That bathes some scene he would recal, 
When in his childhood far away 
Strange splendour fell upon a day, 
"Wherefore he knows not, but he knows 
That never since the sunshine glows 
And happy scenes are spread before him 
But that old scene comes rushing o*er him. 
So dimly o'er my memory gleams 
That brightest, loveliest of dreams, 
A vanished ^irit, lost of old, 
A vision never to be told; 
Only the sweet expression dwells 
For ever shrined in memory's cells; 



THE TEMPEST. 19 

Only the tender grace remains 
To fill tlie g^e affection strains. 
Yet though to paint such beauty rare 
Were hopeless, Fancy would compare 
Her lonely one with all things bright. 
And end in them her wistful sight. 
And thus and thus I used to sing 

When she was on my bright old Earth, 
Faint sketches of so bright a thing, 

And yet of dearest worth. 
I wrote this once when aU was bright 
As Earth that basked in floods of light. 
Yes, 'tis a memory fond and dear: 

In that old sea-cave once again 
I seem to sit, and to my ear 

The billows' musical complain 
Comes rolling on, and by the shore 
I see my angel-girl once more. 

As thro' the clear warm summer night . 
The young moon journeys tranquilly, 



20 THE TEICPEST. 

She faintly shadows forth the might 
Of her full orb of loving light, 
Reflecting light we see. 

So shining in her happy skies 

She, whom my heart calls very good. 
From her sweet youth makes visions rise 
Of fiill-grown worth, and to my eyes 
Orbs forth her womanhood. 

A girlhood hers of light and calm. 

One sweet May-morning fresh with flowers. 
While gentle Love-winds breathing warm 
Seek, as their fairest haunt, her form, 

And make her simshine ours, 

« 

Bearing her sunny glances on 

To shadier places where we sit, 
And doubt not whence the spirit strayed 
To dwell within that angel maid. 

Whose smile interprets it. 



THE TEMPEST. 21 

Her brother was of lighter mood, 
Gay-hearted, fiill of life and laughter, 
Yet noble, generous and good; 

With few desires to straggle after, 
But working out each aim he took 

With strong set purpose to its end; 
To simple souls an open book, 

To loving hearts a gentle Mend; 
Yet hard to read by those who deem 
That self is man's engrossing theme, 
And hard to combat with by those 
Whom word or deed had made his foes. 
For like an April cloud, that wends 

Through skies of blue so seeming fair. 
Yet touched by sudden lightning sends 

Low muttered thunder thro' the ait. 
And large warm rain-drops few and slow 
Splash on the astonished world below: 
So stirred by some ungenerous act, 

Some selfish speech, his rough kind face 
Flushed with a sudden rage, nor lacked 



22 THE TEMPEST. 

The dignity that lends a grace 
To honest anger, and each word 
Eell heavy on the heart that heard. 
But elseways gentle, brave, and kind, 
A tender hearjt, a lowly mind, 
A frame whose strength half hidden lay 
'Neath woman's tenderness of way; 
Yet glorying in all deeds of daring, 
. So firm of foot, so eagle-eyed, 
In hardest times of noblest bearing 

Was Brian Lurley. By his side 
Sat LeoHne, his childhood's Mend, 

Joint-robber of a thousand nests, 
Joint-conner of hard words that bend 

To classic patience eager breasts; 
The sharer of each broader thought 

That woke within the expanding soul. 
Beading the riddles life had brought; 

And sometimes, stumbling at the whole, 
Ghiessed a bright truth, and* left the dark 



THE TEMPEST. 23 

For wiser times^ but trusting still, 
With boyhood's faith (that hits the mark 

Far oftener than tried knowledge will,) 
That things unseen are ever bright 

Though wrapped in clouds obscure and dim, 
That God's great issues must be right, 

And subtlest doubts are solved in Him. 
A restless heart was Leoline's, 

With eager seekings after truth, 
Fresh with the springtide sap of youth, 

Believing gems in darkest mines. 
And bent to toil thro' all his days 
Might he but win one transient gaze: 
Nursing ideals pure and wise 

Conceived on models from above. 
But fasing thro' his statue's eyes 

The fading light of earthly Love. 
The rest perchance my tale will show — 
Return we to the cheerful glow 
Of that warm hearth, — ^yet not to stay, 
Death is abroad to seize and slay, 



24 THE TEMPEST. 

As hovering o*er the roaring waves 
With one chill touch he makes them graves 
For tender beauty and proud strength 
Suddenly failing, till at length 
Swept moaning thro' the sad dark sky, 
To that bright cottage comes a cry, 
An awful cry of wild despair 
And mingled agony and prayer 
Borne inland from the raging sea, 
Too fdU of meaning. ' Hark, 'tis she ! * 
The tall three-master!' Brian cries, 
And forth into the night they haste, 
Str6ng frame and feeble equal-paced, 
Despite the angry skies. 

Wild was the scene, if scene it be 
When darkness adds its mystery 
To things too horrible for light; 
Only they saw the surges white, 
Only they heard the waters thunder 

On the vexed shingles; heard them madly 



THE TEMPEST. 25 

Bush on to rend the rocks asunder, 
And foiled, retreat bemoaning sadly. 

And here and there a. lantern shot 
Its feeble glimmer thro' the dark, 
And men bent down in horrid dread, 
As raging waves cast up their dead. 
Seeking to find one Httle spark 

Of lingering life — ^but it was not. 

And here and there huge masts and spars 
Lay high ashore. Scarce one short day 

Has passed since seeking tropic stars 
A gallant vessel left her bay. 

And bounded o'er the bounding sea, 

Now wrecked and shattered utterly! 

But see! a group is gathering fast, 

And, joyed to find some life at last 
Where aU around was Death, 

Is pressing round the tender form 

Of one spared victim of the storm. 

Who draws a troubled breath. 



32 THB TEMPEST. 

The sense of home came down, and stayed 
The Mth that trusts that Ood is good. 
And soon she learnt to lovevagain 

Where all had been despair, 
As daj b J da J the burning pain 

Was cooled by breezes fsai, 
By tender love £n)m quiet eyes 
The sweetest of Earth's charities. 
And she, the shorn lamb left behind, 
Grew joyous in the tempered wind. 

For all the natural maid was mirth, 
A happy nature laughing out 
Its heartsome thoughts, like happy Earth 

That answers Ood-ward to the shout 
Of morning-stars with whispering trees 
And singing birds and breaking seas. 

I 

But chiefly unto Leoline 
The light about her seenied divine 
So soft it was and yet so bright, 



THE TEMPEST. 33 

A dewy heavenly morning-liglit, 

Such as cakn summer moms in breaking 

Pour down on eyes that love such waking — 

Her sunny smile, a nameless grace, 

Sweet tenant of a perfect face, 

Yet now and then dislodged and driven 

By some grand flashing up of pride 
Down to her heart, its native heaven, — 

Her mirth dressed ever as a bride 
In innocent white, — ^her woman's fear 

Of dangers heard of but by name, 
Her woman's courage calm and clear 

Whenever danger came: — 
These and her coming's history, — 
Given by the wild engulphing sea 

When skies were black o'er-head, — 
Woke Leoline to feelings strange 
By this new sun-light taught to range 

Beyond their winter bed. 



34 THE TEMPEST. 

She haunted him in all his ways, 
The pictured dream of other days, 
The sweet ideal he had prayed 

To Gk)d to give him, when his life 
"Was young, and aU his fjEUicy strayed 
In idle dreamings of the maid 

Whom Time should make his wife. 
Strangely it moved him, as the light 
Of some strange star that haunts our sight 
In the dumb midnight; till again 
Gomes rolling thwart the window-pane 
Some long-loved constellation set 

In fields blue as forget-me-not. 
Stars which we never shall forget. 

Learnt in some old familiar spot 
When boy-hood's pulse beat Ml and strong 
And hearts were light as days were long. 
Then that strange star so cold and white, 
Unearthly glory in its light, 
That bright wild star but serves to prove 
The sweetness of the ones we love; 



THE TEMPEST. 35 

And we imwittiiLg fall aaleep, 

And still the old stars smile sweetly down 
Upon our dreams, and sail the deep 

Of Heaven, as Earth's one glory-crown. 
So the strange beauty of her face 

Perplexed his soul for many a day, 
"And this" he said "is she whose grace 

Has long beamed on me far away. 
I know that spirit free and bold, 
I know that glorious pride of .old ; 
I know that dove-like tenderness, 

I know that eagle-fUuih of eye. 

That soul that seems too proud to sigh, 
Yet sigheth not the less. 
No wandering stranger-soul it seems. 
It is the angel of my dreams !" 
Yet half his heart was not content. 

Some happy calm seemed taken away, — 

It was no longer perfect day, 
He missed a something — something went 
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36 

fleeing before him on his path. 

The form he grasped contained it not, 
Till with itself his heart was wroth — 

His fsmcy rooted to one spot, 
And the old dream perplexed with doubt 
Befosed to work itself qnite oat. 
Then all at onoe a Tmth came sailing 

Like some fsdr angel, out of heaven, 
Singing GkK>d-will and Love nnfaOing, 

And to his troubled soul 'twas given 
To see its beauty; white-robed, pure 
It stood before him, making sure 

Its presence to his trembling firame, 
And laid its arms about his heart 
Ttfaking the feverish throb depart 

From all his pulses: and its name 
Which he discerned, was Love of one, 

Whose spirit had abode so long 

Within his own, that cakn and strong 
It held uncrowned its throne, and none 



THE TEMPEST. 37 

Spake of it there, nor Thought, nor Feeling, 

Nor tender Yearning truth-revealing — 
Of Eotha, known for three sweet years 

Of half-unnoticed joy swift-past, 
Known not to hopes, known not to fears. 

Known truly now at last; 
Like violets scentiag all the spring 
And warm west wiads low-wandering 

0*er quickened streams and leas. 
Which when the gaudier orchis- vaunts 
Its pride among the woodland haunts, 

And bright anemonies 
And oxsHps rich and aU that's rare 
In May's gay kingdom lord it there. 
Bring then unto the passers-by 
The new-bom truth to scent and eye, 
That they're the loveliest gentlest flowers, 
Most odorous in woodland bowers 

Or ordered trim parterre. 
The sweetest flowers, and not alone 
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The sweetest where few else have blown, 

But sweetest everywhere. 
Oh how our best Ideal pales 

Before the light that Heaven sends down! 
'Tis not the Antitype that fails, 

Our castles are not overthrown: 
But something cometh better fax 
Than any dreams of mortals are ; 
Something more beautiful and real 
Ood substitutes for our Ideal. 



THE LOJ^G ROLL. 

Last night the winds blustered and raved, and the 
sea surges whitened the beach, 

Black the billows came on and retrea.ted foaming 

with rage, 
Fretting the grand old rocks that have only one 

word in their speech, 
The lonely proud old rocks telling of Age to Age. 

But the many-voiced Sea leaping on spake passionate 
words to the shore, 
Desolate, fall of despair, as one tossed wildly with 
doubt, 
Seeing the face of the sweet blue heavens above it 
no more. 
All alone in the world firom God's star-glory shut 
out. 



40 THE LONG EOLL. 

Impotent onward it raged, with never a mast or a spar 
Whirled in its deep black troughs a prey to its 
terrible might, 
PHnging its voice on the winds to be uttered in- 
land afar, 
A desolate, maddened sea, roaringitsrage to thenight. 

But the dawn stole up from the east and over 
the hills the rays 
Of the sun peering scattered the clouds, flinging 
its glory around. 
And the rough winds hushed their voices to whis- 
pering hymns of praise, 
And the sea-billows gladdened again as a man 
who his Ood hath found. 



But still they come thundering on in a full long 
swell, but no more 
Filled with their own dark thoughts, but shouting 
God's wonderful glory; 
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Brightlj the pebbles shine out as they lovingly toss 
them ashore — 
Majesty, Freedom, and Love, all in one beautiful 
story. 

Erer. after a storm this is the way of the billows, 

Ever after a storm long they remember their might. 

Yea, though the sun shine fair and the low winds 

smoothe them for pillows. 

Pillows whereon to forget the thoughts of the 

wearisome night. 

Only their energy wild shone-down-upon sweetly 
at dawning 
Turns to a harmony grand in a fcdl long musical 
roll. 
This is the lesson, Sea, that thou teachest this 
fresh March morning 
To work, as of old in the dark, in the light 
with the strength of the soul. 



48 THB LONG BOLL. 

Her face lit with the new delight 

Of bringing joy awhile, 
That joy which human sufferers feel 

If griefs be only understood; 
Which healeth more than physics heal, 

Or aught that's earthly could: 
For Charity is not of Earth, 

She was not bom of mortal man, 
In Heaven's high courts she had her birth. 

Whence Life and Truth began. 
She came a stranger seeking rest 

On God's marred world, nor ever found 
Save here and there upon its breast 

One spot of holy ground; 
Till at the last her GK)d above 

Game down* and clothed her with His glory, 
And named her with His own name. Love, 

The angel of the Gbspel story. 
blessed Angel! more and more 

Spread thy bright wings towards thy Sun, 
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And shadow all the earth, and draw 

Its creeds and systems into one! 
Lead us to Truth. — ^We see it not 

In creeds we hold not but by thee; 
Let names and fashions be forgot, 

And bring us Truth, Charity! 
Truth as it is and shall be ever, 

l^ot Truth as seen by mortal sight, 
Truth as it is in God the Giver 

Of Love and Life and Light. 
" ' The Poor ye have always with you.* Well 

That so it is" the Pastor said, 
''Doubtless for them— for who can tell 

How much their care is minished; 
Doubtless for them who miss the winds 

Of Life's high hills by lying low, 
And catch the Faith of lowly minds 

That comes as valley-breezes blow; 
And doubtless too for us who move 
From off our selfish hill-tops down 
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To sit within the vale of Love, 

Which sees the mountains frown. 
But lieth in the light of Him — 

Our Sun who shines from Heaven a£ar, 
And strikes across the mountains dim 

To where things humble are — 
The meek who know Love's perfect law; 

There shall both rich and poor ones tarry, 
And learn that others' burdens are 

The knapsacks that Christ's soldiers carry." 
So spake the Pastor, ever gleaning 

Life's highest poetry from scenes 
To loveless eyes of little meaning. 

That miss what Sorrow means. 
And Gertrude listened, and her heart 

Rapt through much pain and pleasure turned 
Christward, and chose the better part 

Of fervent Love that burned 
To sit in prayer at Jesus' feet, 

And tend the poor He left behind 
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With consolation's spikenard-sweet, 

"WTiicli they who give shall find. 
And ever by the sounding sea 

By morning-light or evening-grey 
The hearts of all ia sympathy 

Turned to its musical wild play; 
And out of one another's soul 
Drew chords to harmonize the whole. 

'Twas evening of one sweet March day, 

Such days as come like youthM dreams 
Of manhood's woman-tended way, 

Whereon Ambition gleams 
Blended with Love so sacredly 
That Heaven seems fallen on all we see, 
Till passion's clouds roll o'er the skies 
And wrap the blue depths from our eyes — 
So all day long the young year lay 
Dreaming of warmth and summer green. 



e2 
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The sweet ambitions of its May 

When Love would clothe the scene 
With lovely flowers and sunny glories, 

Or softer stars and stiller nights, 
And kinder moons tell sweeter stories 

Of Nature's pure delights. 
But now her clear cold crescent dipt 

Star-tended to the western sea, 
And out of the great silence slipt 

A voiceless melody; 
And high o'er head the starry arch 

Of infinite worlds rose blue and deep, 
Glistening bright in the winds of March 

That whispered dreamingly out of their sleep ; 
Glistening bright with the shining spheres 

Engraved on the arch as a text of love 
Written to calm the worshippers' fears, 

Written to teach them to reverence more. 

Written for those on the temple-floor, 

Gk)d's temple arching above. 
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And be they worlds or be they not, — 

And my heart doth surely know that they are, 
Haying a faith in it knows not what 

As it leaps towards some particular star. 
Haying a love for the wonderM spot 
Set in the heavens exceedingly far, 
A love which no loveless tenantless sphere 
Gould draw from the heart of a mortal here : — 
But be they worlds or be they not so 
We know the wonderfdl ways that they go. 
Sun round sim and constellation — 
Wheeling its orbs roujid a central station, 
Whirling and rushing through infinite space. 
Each in its own harmonious place; 
And we love to behold God's boundless glory 
Writ in the beautiful starlight story. 

And now within the heaving wave 
The fair orbs bathed their loving light. 

And all the earth seemed slumbering, save 
Where heaved into a line of white 
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The long slow billows of the deep 

Kept waking the vexed shore from sleep. 

And there beside the ftGor-ebbed tide 

They wandered happy-hearted, each 
Conscious that though the world be wide 

Some souls lay in their reach. 
And by-and-bye spake LeoHne 

Half-answering the yague delight 
Of their expressions, ' Sweetly shine, 

Ye constant stars, I love the sight. 
But thou, oh ever-changing Sea, 

With not one old familiar wave, 
I hate thy mutability, 

'Tis constancy I crave. 
I care not ever for new Mends, 

"New scenes, new songs give little pleasure, 
With field and flood no memory blends, 

No dear past haunts the music's measure. 
Give me the friend of many a day. 

Give me the scene to memory dear. 
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Give me some old liarmonious lay. 

The ceaseless stream, the changeless sphere. 
And thou, oh Sea! art dearest far 

When coming as in dreams of sleep 
Swelling beneath the western star, 

The same old dark majestic deep 
That ebbed at close of one bright day 
Ere little Lina passed away.' 
Saddened he stopped as one who'll ride 

O'er hedge and meadow merry-hearted 
Stops by the church on some hill-side 

Where sleeps a Mend long-since departed, 
And all his mirth is hushed, and slowly 
He reads the tomb-text sweet and holy. 
For Lina unto him had been 

What only-sisters always are. 
The playmate plaything of each scene 

In childhood's distance lying far ; 
The sharer of each secret thought. 

Each proud ambition of the boy. 
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The darling in whose heart he sought 

The end of every joy. 
With lina up the hills he clomb, 
With lina in the fields of home 

He gathered spring-tide's flowers; 
His rose-bud never came to prime. 
Her laughter died away from time 

Before her summer hours. 
But Gertrude answered — so to turn 

The current of his mood, " Ah nay, 
Blame not the sea that cannot learn 

Man's little wishes and obey; 
Having such long love-tales to moan 
It cannot heave a monotone. 
It may be that it does repeat 

The old-world stories, and shall we 
The seventy-summered mortals mete 

The bounds of mutability? 
How know I that that very wave, 

In form and music still the same« 
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Broke not beside that old sea-cave 

In the far years that none can name? 
"Well, even so: though surely never 

I^ature repeats herself to man; 
Differing in grace and glory ever 

Her works lie far as he can scan. 
But be this as it may, Sea, 
I love thy mutability. 
I loved to lie beside the shore 
In childhood's days and in its roar 
Hear tales such as I never heard 

From nurse's lips of Fairy-land, 
Eagerly drinking in each word 

That fell upon the strand. 
And changeful as the changing cloud 

That sails the many-tinted blue, 
In whisper or in thunder loud 

It always told me something new. 
And there at least beneath the sun 
Is something new for every one." 
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Brian broke in, ''It seemes to me 

Of little moment what's exprest, 
And all I know about the sea 

Is that I love its thunder best/' 
Then Rotha, "He who never thought 

Can never have a doubt, 
Some day you'll wake up and be brought 

To read sea-language oat." 
Then added with a joyous laugh, 

"This was a perfect day; 
"We'll write on it for epitaph, 

It smiled its life away !" 
I^ot so, my angel maid! One sigh 

That dying day gave ere it slept 
Which shook my soul in passing by, 

Chilly across my heart it swept — 
Tea sweepeth still; its sweetest calm 

Is when its waters by that breath 
Are sadly rippled, and the Psalm 

It sings is one of Death. 
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Death very sad to those who love, 
Death that I know is life above. 

The little moon kept one bright horn 

Just peering o'er the western seas; 
No shadow pointing to the mom 

Told earth's expectancies; 
But starlight darkness deep and grand 

Brooded in silence o'er the earth, 
As homeward round the jutting land 

They wandered full of mirth : 
Aiid resting on a foreland rock. 

That hung above the deepening tide 
Breasting the billow's western shock 

"With one untamed pride ; 
It chanced that from the waves below 
Came up a little cry of woe, 
And they four, peering through the gloom, 

Espied a woimded sea-gull sailing. 
Striving to leave the watery tomb 

With efforts unavailing; 
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One strong white wing it wildly plied, 
Bed-streaked the other by its side 

Hung drooping in the sea. 
Spake Brian wrathfully, "Ah shame 
That some who bear the human name 

Should lack humanity! 
If men must show their petty skill 
And learn their fellow men to kill^ 

Why waste one joyous breath? 
Why should the gladdest freest thing 
That sweeps o*er earth on wandering wing 

Be made their mark for Death? 
The sacred life flows strong and fuU, 
And joyous in the bright sea-gull 

As man's could ever be! 
Have they no lifeless marks for aim 
Or have they, false to their own name, 

A thirst for cruelty?" 
And Botha said, "Poor bird, we'll save 
Its beauty from the watery grave. 
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And take it home and soothe its pain, 
And nnrse it into health again; 
Then when it flaps its wings for sea, 
With glad good-wishes let it free." 
She stayed not, down the ledge she stept 

Earnest in all she said or did; 
The wearied bird had closer crept 

And lay beneath the rock half-hid; 
And down she stretched her merciful arm, 

While Brian seized the other, so 
To bear her up from chance of harm, — 

But like too many here below 
The poor bird did not know its friend, 

But, as she grasped it, struggled hard 
To free itself, and in the end 

Had done so, but in rapt regard 
Upon her object, suddenly 

She let go Brian's hand to clasp 
The imwilling captive, and ere he 

Could seize again with tighter grasp 

And Arm as Love should be, 
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Losiiig her balance down she fell, 
Down in the gloomy tidal swell. 
One thrill of horror on the rest 

Came, as they rather heard than saw. 
Then quickly nerving fearfdl breast 

The two men plnnged: far off the shore 
The white dress gleamed rapt by the tide 

As from the deep dark seas she rose; 
But one strong swimmer by her side 

Ere yet again the waters close 
Bears up with brother's love from Death 

Her form^ for whom the other gladly 
Had purchased life at price of breath 

Nor met destruction sadly ; 
For in the brighter land above 
The souls that rest in Jesu's love, 
Down-looking; thence can see more clearly 
The souls they loved on earth so dearly. 
But trembling from anxiety. 
Or weaker-framed than Brian, he 
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Struck out more feebly: from the beacli 

Full fifty yards they two were homey 
He straiiiing each strong nerve to reach 

The haven, but all over-worn 
With struggling, on the tide swifb-driven 

And down by drenched garments weighed 
Perchance had failed, but then was given 

To LeoHne all that he prayed; 
He lending needfiil aid they neared 

The low white shore where Gertrude stood, 
Scarce hoping amid all she feared 

The chance of any good. 

They laid her on the barren shore. 

The darling, whom the covetous sea 
Had sought, as some great prize, to draw 

Into its own vast treasury. 
But senseless there she lay, and lo! 

One pale cold hand raised to her head 
Still grasped the sea-bird; to and fro 

It fluttered its white wings in dread — 
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Fluttered but feebly, yet would dare 
To peer about with timid eyes 
As if preferring stormy skies 

And winds and waves to human care. 



Slowly to consciousness she woke 
And from the lessening beach she rose, 

And LeoHne the sea-bird took, 
Which wearied nestled close, 

And homeward through the night they went 

Eejoicing in the mercy sent; 

And more than others one was glad, 

"Who not long after grew so sad 

That men said, ''Grief has made him mad.'' 

The happy home, the thankful home 
"Where God dwells as a God of Love, 

And all good things in fulness come 
Down-showered from above; 

"Where Sorrow steals a phantom dim 
In ghostly beautiftil pure white, 
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Known only as the work of Him 

Who doeth all things right, 
Not felt but seen, as all mast see 
"Who know the human family: — 
Where else on earth is scene like this, 
Such perfect, pure, unselfish bliss? 
That night the Father's prayer went up 

!From midst his children, as the voice 
Of one that hath a flowing cup, 

And biddeth all rejoice 
In that great Love which compasseth 
The body and the soul from death. 

StiU is the garden-walk: no breeze 
Is rustling through the barren trees. 
Nature, by last year's flatteries wise, 
Trusts not its treasures to the skies. 
Only the glorious sun of morning 
Gomes dancing forth to earth's adorning, 
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'Tis April on the snowy ships. 

And on for miles and miles, 
'Tis April on my darling's Hps, 

So sweet and sad she smiles. 
The shadow sweeps o'er land and sea, 

The sun-light foUows after, 
And half her heart sighs monmfxdly. 

And half is fall of laughter. 
Oh, dost thou care in fmcy's flow 

To blend sweet tears and love, 
On some broad down with seas below 

And fleeting clouds above 
Thou 'It find a scene will suit thee best. 
Such melancholy bright unrest: 
Or, if thou canst not read the skies. 
Go seek it in a maiden's eyes, 
With April ways and thoughts about her, 
Thoughts of the dead gone home without her; 
Thoughts of the loving and the living, 
Thoughts of receiving and of giving; 
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New joyfiil hopes, new trembling fears 

That fill her radiant eyes with tears; 

A strange new feeling creeping slowly 

Oyer her bosom pure and holy; 

A glad old feeling oyer staying 

Of childhood's labours, childhood's playing, 

Of childhood's sunshine, fields, and flowers, 

Bemembered unto dying hours; 

Of childhood's Mother gazing on her, 

Oh with so sweet a smile upon her! 

Olad times scarce called to mind before — 

The careless happy days of yore : 

What shall Loye giye for those in change 

Scarce ten days old, so wild and strange ? 

There on those downs in silence sweet 
To them that loye too well for tolling 

The thoughts that round each other fleet, 
The tumult in their own heart dwelling, 
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A music fiEur too yagoe to be 
Aught but a worldless melody, 
They wandered on, till Leoline 

Shunning the dearer subject, said, 
"How joyously aboye the brine. 

As home-wards, the bright sea-bird sped, 
Banging the flood as if it knew 
Each billow oyer which it flew. 
And what a home! How yast and free 
The boundless home of the rolling sea! 
More like the home which the heart of man 
That pictures the heayens, as best it can, 
Paints for itself on a foture day 
When earth and its mortals haye passed away. 
And a new-made earth shall in glory appear, 
Fit for immortals, a stainless sphere; 
And we that are Christ's in the realms aboye 
Shall fly through the air on missions of loye, 
Haying a home which eyer shall be, 
Wider by far than the glorious sea." 
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And Botha replied, ''Yes, wounded and sore 
He keepeth us here on an alien shore. 
Till His Love has given ns wings to flee 
As angels of Light o'er the glassy sea." 
And he replied, ''I had a dream 

Last night; a thousand stars came wheeled 
Around a central sun, whose beam 

Went forth to all, but unreyealed 
That wondrous globe stood still; and soon 

A fair white orb came from afar 
With light as of a morning moon, 

A little stranger star. 
And at her coming rose a shout 

From all the host, a song of praise 

And glory to the sun whose rays 
Had drawn her. Boundabout 
In welcome to that star they moyed 

And I down-looking here below 
Missed from the earth the thing I loved; 

Then did my spirit know 
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Wlience came that orb of weU-known light, 

And through the watches of the night, 

I gazed up-looking through the skies, 

As Dante on the glorious eyes 

Of her who loved and passed away 

Far up to realms of endless day. 

And taught him from the spheres aboye 

How simply beautifol is Love. 

And Botha said, ''Dreams come and go 

With hints about the things to be; 
And what it means I do not know 

But I too heard a melody; 
For standing on this diff alone 

Debating all good hopes and fears, 

A voice came to me from the spheres, 
A dear familiar tone. 
The voice of her whose tender eyes 

Made happy every infant day. 
Whose love passed from us to the skies 

One morning of a chilly May; 
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Yet passed not, but is hoyering still 

In dreams, in whispered words of love, 
Heard as the trickling of a rill 

By some tired traveller — ^far above 
The broad tree branches cool and dark 

Against the burning skies of noon. 
Heaven's silence awes him — ^not a lark 

Will sing to him ^m the summer swoon, 
But there beneath the grateM shade 

The weary traveller tranquil lies. 
And catches from some neighbouring glade 

The soand of those sweet melodies 
That come from rippling waters. Sweet 

They sound and fuU of the old times, 
And in his wandering memory meet 

His childhood's home, the village chimes. 
The streamlet where he used to watch 

The timid trout seek sheltering weeds; 
Anon his fimcy's ear vrill catch 

Some playmate's voice as o'er him speeds 
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A whirl of happy moments past; 

Such memories the cool rippling brings 
Fond memories that shall surely last 

Through many wanderings. 
And thus last night in happy dream 

My Mother's voice came to me singing 
A song she loved; the grateful stream 

Of that sweet voice flowed round me bringing 
Thoughts high and holy, though the words 
Were light as carol of wild birds. 
And he replied, ''0 sing it now 
Here where the fre&h. hill-breezes blow, 
Here far away from aught that breaks 
The love, that for each other's sakes 
Each for the other's sainted dead 

Can cherish, though we never knew 
Their worth, and those sweet days are fled 

And all Love meets in you." 
Then sweet as sound of rippling com 
Her voice came on the breezes borne. 
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Spake a lovely little flower 

On an upland high, 
When the western wind was fresh 

'iN'eath a sonny sky: 
"Oh west- windy oh west- wind, 

I love thee very dear! 
I would that thou wert hlowing 

Bound me all the year!" 

Came a little shepherd's boy 

Mountain-bom-and-bred, — 
Stooped beside the gentle flower 

Lovingly, and said: 
" Oh blue flower, oh bright flower, 

I love thee very dear! 
I would that thou wert blooming 

l^ear me all the year!" 

Climbing up the mountain-side 
Drew the Shepherd nigh. 
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Seeing there his happy boy, 

Said he with a sigh, 
"Oh dear child, oh bright child, 

I would that thou could 'st stay 
Ever through thy childhood thus 

Innocent and gay!" 

Game a painter down the hill. 

All the picture drew, 
Imaged eyen in his art 

How the west-wind blew: 
" Oh sweet scene, oh bright scene, 

I think that thou wilt stay 
Fresh and calm and pure and bright 

When I have passed away!" 

She ceased, and all the neighbouring air 
Missing the musical sweet roll 

That passed from one divinely fair 
Gave one long sigh ^m knoll to knoll; 
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Or 80 it seemed to him who keeps 

That cadence hauntiiig all his hours; 
Whose memory never never sleeps, 

But vexeth with too godlike powers, 
Bringing each little note to break 
The heart that moumeth for her sake. 
But aU was happy then, and bright 

The April sun shone in the South, 
And that which made life's burden light 

Came flowing from her mouth. 
I will not teU the heartsome talk 
That made that breezy April walk 

The scene where Thought can win her; 
But, fellow-lover, rest thee sure 
That all things gentle, bright, and pure 

That Love knows dwelt within her. 
But as the happy converse flowed. 

And downwards nearer home they drew, 
The colour that just now had glowed 

Paled fitfully, and o'er her grew 
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Back, beaten back to some sea-cave, 
Where first it learnt that sad sea-rave, 

"Where never mortal treads: 
But meeting on its homeward path 

A brother-biUow shore-ward hieing 
Tells it how impotent is wrath, 

And checks its speed in flying, 
And hushed into a new despair 

Towards that worn shore it deemed its own 
It rolls, and breaks desponding there 

Less wild, but with a longer moan. 
And thus it is with human hearts 

Where stormy waves are ever breaking, 
One sorrow as its force departs 

Stays up the soul it is forsaking 
By stemming the full force of such 

As foUow after. Thus it chanced 
That Leoline forgot how much 
His aim of life as years advanced 
From boyish dreams, his darling hopes 
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For manhood's riper wiser years, 
When the strong man with danger copes, 

And loves the thing he fears, 
"Were shattered by the news that came 

Of riches failing suddenly ; 
There in the world alone, (his name. 

His sole bright heritage whereby 
To win his way on Earth,) he stood. 
And doubted that that Earth was good. 
Through frozen seas his spirit loved 

In childhood's days to wander. 
The trumpet-sound of great names moved 

TJpon their deeds to ponder; 
And all his earlier life was set 

TJpon that path to go 
Where shine the names that none forget 

Of Eranklin and Ballot; 
Where Parry, noblest, bravest, best, 

Where all were good and brave, 
A Christian captain, held high quest 



90 THE TSnCUMA. 

Through drift and frozGD. wave; 
And sang on icy shores the praise 

Of TTim whose goodness brings 
The fragile vessel on her ways 

Through stormy wanderings. 
And whatsoever Time may bring, 

Bring it the victory or no, 
Sure am I 'tis a noble thing 

Eight onward trustingly to go, 
As ander God's good sheltering, 

Through restless fields of floe, 
Or where the awful iceberg roUs 

Blue, sunHt, through the stormy sea — 
On, onward still, past barren knoUs 

Of snow-capped hills, and flee. 
As birds of air when night is nigh, 

Into the winter nest, 
There through the long long night to lie 

In dreary hopefdl rest, 
"Working the inner work, as trees 
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That through the winter colds 
Make the sap dance despite the breeze 

That sweeps from Eastern wolds, 
Eejoicing in the work that they 

In summer hours shall do, 
Bringing Mr flowers and fruits to sway 
With western breezes aU the day, 

And human praises woo 
For TTim who ordereth the ways 
Of winter nights and summer days. 
And thus all winter long they fill 

Their hearts with high intent 
Who lie in the great ice-fields stDl: 

O'er-head the firmament 
Is cold and darksome save where streams 

The Northern glory, or the moon 
With longer brighter fulgence gleams 

Confounding night and noon; 
Till from the top-mast one descries 

The radiance of the coming sun, 
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Three British cheers have rent the skies, 

And the long night is done. 
And day by day it draweth nigh 

Till o'er the horizon clear 
Its broad disc in the southern sky 

Shines with new warmth and cheer. 
And slowly loosed are all the bands 

That bound the fair ship's sides 
Unto the dreary barren lands; 

And on the polar tides 
Forth, forth into the open sea 

She bounds, a living thing, 
To seek for man the mystery 

Of God's Earth-fashioning. 
And such to Leoline had been 

The dream wherewith he stayed 

• 

His soul : the picture of that scene 

Had through his fancy played: 

And he had purposed well to spend 

His wealth upon that cause. 
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And work towards that noble end, 

For his own heart's applause; 
And grasp it for his country's pride, 
Or die as noble souls have died. 
And he would fit a gallant ship, 

Oak-heart and iron-sheathed, 
And name her by her name whose lip 

The fondest farewell breathed. 
Now 'twas a vision past recall: 

Squandered by some fair-seeming knave 
In reckless enterprise, his all 

Was gone; and looking towards a grave 
In the near future cold and dim. 
Love, Friendship, Hope seemed lost to him, 
And dreamily he stood receiving 
The wrath of the third wave's upheaving. 



It came; — a bright May morning breathed 

The incense of a thousand flowers. 
That sweetened all the downs and wreathed 
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The cottage-porches into bowers; 
The early roses hived the bee^ 

The blackbird trilled its cheeriest voice, 
And from the cahn smile of the Sea 

A spirit said Eejoice! 
Eejoice? If any conld be glad 

It was the angels looking down; 
We could not be but very sad, 

As if Earth wore its gloomiest frown; 
For what to us were sunny skies, 

And what the music of the Sea, 
When our heart's darling's faded eyes 

Were lustreless, and melody 
Came not from lips whose every word 
Was music unto them that heard. 
But oh the smile of heavenly grace 

That rested on the calm cold day. 
Lighting the pallor of her face 

With such a wondrous ray 
As smites the summit of a hill 
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When the sun sinks and all is still. 
So from the world to which she went 

The light fell on her mortal frame, 
And gazing on the glory sent 

We knew from whence it came, 
And blessed the God whose boundless love 
Had given the message frx)m above, 
And told us watching the last strife 
She slept in Him Who is the Life. 



CANTO IV. 



THE CALM. 



It comes up so grandly fax as the eye can reach, 
Eolling in its majesty stately and free. 

Till all its pent-up pride is hurled upon the heach ; 
I fear it as I love it, that grand old Sea. 

It comes up in the morning full of an old delight 
Swelling and tossing its fresh waves in glee, 

And my whole soul grows fresher in gazing at the 
sight; 
I love it as I fear it, the grand old Sea. 

It comes up in the evening full of an old despair, 
Warring that its empire vaster may be, 

Yexing the rocks and leaping high in air ; 
I fear it as I love it, the grand old Sea. 
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And when the solemn night-winds o'er a lane of 
moonbeams sweep 
It brings me a message^ old Mend, from thee; 
And its music ever telling of thy love will lull to 
sleep : 
I love it as I fear it, the grand old Sea. 



'lis blythe thus merrily to sail 

Upon the open main; 
The fleet ship scuds before the gale 

And mocks at wind and rain. 
All round the dark-green ocean-fleld 

Is dashed with flecks of foam, 
The stout masts bend but never yield; 

This is the sailor's home ! 
Oh wilder than the best delight 

That landsmen ever knew, 
Is to watch the billow surging white. 
And meet it at its proudest height. 

And break it through and through. 
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Not seldom too in love she came 

To him who sailed across the sea 
Qnickening to energy his frame 

With cheering sympathy. 
And always when his barren work, 

(Perhaps such subtle memories too 
As deep within the spirit lurk^) 

Had brought him to some ocean-yiew. 
Far to the coast he'd wander down 

And idly dream some hour away, 
Hearing her voice as waves were breaking 
With some old tone he knew, and making 

His heart take holiday. 
And once at a great port he found 

A letter from his friend awaiting 
His chance of coming. ''Life is crowned 

For me with crown of Love's creating.*' 
Wrote Brian, 'Greet me, friend, for she 

Is mine! For that great blessing came 
After our parting by the Sea 

When joy had but a name. 
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For Love revealed a path ahead 

Full of sweet riches, though much sorrow 
Ushered it in, as evening's red 

Bodeth fair weather for the morrow. 
For not long after, worn with care 

And weary of the scene that brought 
Her form to memory everywhere, 

And added sorrowing thought to thought, 
My Father drooped, and ever yearned 

With Shepherd's love to see again 
The flock that knew his voice, and turned 

His whole thought toward them. Not in vain 
That yearning wish, for he, I trust. 
Is not to them as sleeping dust. 



Late on one Summer^s eve we drew 
Kigh the old town. Far off we saw 

The tall blue spire point heavenward true 
To ten hill-hamlets. Evermore 

Old thoughts came thronging roimd the mind. 
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For altered place makes altered feeling, 
And they forget aU left behind 

Who find some old remembrance stealing 

Tip from the past they loved, and view 

Unchanged the beauties childhood knew. 
Then as we nearer drew some face 

"Well-known in olden days would meet us, 
And in our open hearts found place 

So heartily they came to greet us, 
And hands were grasped, as men can grasp 
Who put their true Love in the clasp. 
And she sat silent but exulting 

In that warm welcome to her Mends, 
Eejoicing in the joy resulting. 

As meeting her own ends: 
Yet sometimes shrunk back half afraid 

From greetings meant for one not there, 
Quickly withdrawn. blessed shade 

More than as yet we missed thee here! 
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Filled was the Cliurch next mom. The crowd 

On those familiar accents hung, 
As from their long-loved Shepherd flowed 

The witness of a faithftil tongue. 
Clear was his voice as in the days 

When flrst he preached his Maker's praise, 

His ways and works of love, 
And earnestly, as one who knows 
The time is short hefore he goes, 

And longeth much to move 
The hearts of Mends, he strove to bend 
Their thoughts towards the glorious end 

That gleamed before his eyes: 
As when the red sun broadening flings 
His splendour through cloud-openings 

All o'er the western skies, 
And sets the heart of man a-dreaming. 
And wandering fax in that fair seeming 

Where many a cloudland glows, 
Then sinking to his tranquil rest 
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Still flushes with warm light the West, 

The West to which he goes. 
So fell my Father's words revealiiig 

The gates of heaven that gleamed hefore him, 
And o'er ns came a stranger feeling 

That rapt us where his spirit here him. 
Perchance on many a listener stole 

A sorrowful sense, as once of old 
On them of Ephesus, whose soul 

Sank as the loved Apostle told 
Upon that old Milesian shore 

That they should " see his face no more." 
In truth they saw him not again; 

Perchance his mortal frame was worn 
By that strong burning passionate strain 

Of thoughts that could not be forborne. 
But howsoe'er it be, his strength 
Waned from that day until at length 
So calm he sank that at his side 
We could not tell what time he died. 
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After our first great sense of loss 

Had somewhat ceased to shade our way, 
(For timey you know, that brings the cross 

WiU slowly take the cross away,) 
Gertrude came to me one wet eve 

Telling her purpose soon to sail 
Off to the Southern-land and leave 

Me lonely here at Summer-dale. 
Then did I dare to make that known 

To language which our hearts well knew, 
And rocks had guessed and breezes blown 

Low-uttered o*er the waste of blue. 
And she half-answered that sweet word 
• Which gives new life, new hope, new aim 
To man's ambition, and I heard 

What tn}e Love dare not name. 
Ah cruel joy! too short for pleasure, 

E'en thy brief life was almost pain, 
For joy is grief when out of measure. 

And doubly grief when proved in vain. 
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I know her deeds are kind and good, 

I know her every thought is tme; 
Yet hard, and scarcely understood 

Her words came to me low and few; 
Saying that Duty called her hence 

As bound to tend her Uncle now, 
A sacred trust no evidence 

Of her Heart's Love could disavow, 
Dooming my years to slow decline 
Through owning that that heart was mine. 
*But I would go with her, and there 

Two souls in one could surely do 
More than a single workman, where 

The work at best was rough and new.' 
It could not be, though long I pleaded. 

I knew her right, yet could not yield, 
Life seemed so desolate and needed 

Some star upon its dark sky-field, 
Some little hope to stay in sight. 
Some dawning day to cheer its night. 
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Then ere the evening closed, we went 

To where my Father's sister, moved 
By other thoughts, sat reading, bent 

Over some book her childhood loved. 
Oh calm and beautiful that face. 

Toned by the Heaven-instructed will, 
Autumnal, reverend, with the grace 

Of Summer resting on it still! 
To her we tell our doubts, and crave 

Confirming counsel, and it came 
Gentle and wise, but still the same 

Which she, my loved one, gave. 
IText morning when the clouds were breaking 

From off the eastern sky, and clear 
The light-blue distance gleamed partaking 

Of two sweet lights that journeyed near, 
(For dim and cold as marble grave 

The moon's white horns came up the sky, 
And not long after bright and brave 

The sun came glowing mightily); 



s 
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In that pale twilight growing broad 

We two, now one by manifold 
Heart-secrets, parted for the road 

She chose for each, made strong and bold 
By Love that would o'er-shade our walk, 
And Hopes that sprang icom loving talk. 
'For I would go to her,' 'twas said, 
'After two years, when she had made 

'Full trial of her duty there, 
It may be then lid find a greeting 
From two instead of one at meeting 

And all the sky be MrJ 



We parted, and ere midday's heat 
FnU of new thoaghts I journeyed down 

To the great sea-port. Fresh and sweet 
Up the wide water o'er the town 

The sea-breeze came, the same sweet smell 

We loved on Afhm downs so welL 

And all my spirit yearning flew 
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Adown the tidal stream to sea, 
Eoiind by her grave beneath the yew, 

And southward, southward, Mend, to thee; 
And southward still to that far shore 
Where Love lights up the dim before. 
Ah well! 'Tis strange I thus should write 

E'en to my Mend long-loved and parted, 
I who of old kept heart-strings tight, 

Perhaps Love makes us open-hearted. 
Howbeit, enough! "lis nought availing 

To tell you of that end of pleasure, 
Save that I found a ship soon sailing. 

And one in whom to trust my treasure. 
One of whom this is ample praise, 
My Mother loved her in school-dayi*. 
So in due time she sailed, and 

I sit and talk with laggard 
And ask how swifb the moi 

Wben earth was in her 
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While pure airs on his wasted frame 
Breathe a new life and urge his soul 
Back to the great old work, and roU 
The voice of the Gospel-claim. 
Not sad are the lapping waves as those 

Which fell on the Afric sand: 
As the sound of a wind that evenly hlows 
All night in the summer-time, shaking the rose, 

And filling with odour the land, 
So sweetly they lapped as in fond love-token 
That the stillness of night was scarcely broken; 
So duly they rippled that none could say 
When the sound of their murmur had passed away : 
And the golden light of the summer sun 

Still dwelt in the evening sky. 
And lovingly dung to the clouds above, 
And cradled in splendour the planet of Love, 

like a pale forget-me-not's eye. 
But loveHness reigning like this 

O'er the face of the sky and the sea 
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Draws not to itself the heart of man, 
But higher, far higher than eye can scan 

To the bright Infinity. 
And thus will a beautifiil face 

That smiles on our innermost heart' 
And cheereth us all by its grace 

Seem to us but a counterpart 
Of the Beauty that reigns in eternal day 
Perfect, immortal, unfashioned in clay. 
And oft have I silently gazed 

On some pure bright countenance here, 
And God, our Creator, have praised 

For making a thing so fair. 
Then the dream that we mortals dream 

Of the glorious home that shall be 
Gomes o'er us, and closer gleam 

The gates of Eternity! 
Haying so perfect a good 

We deem we have entered here 
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Into part of the good we have not understood. 

And fjEUicy an angel-sphere. 
And thus when the solemn stars 

Glow out through the deepening heaven. 
And between the harmonious bars 

Of the sea-music fiEdntly given 
The beauty of perfect cahn 

Gomes over us, still as its name. 
And bountiful Katore's bahn 

Brings rest to the wearied frame. 
To the sweeter skies we lift our eyes 

Where never a tempest came. 

That morning had Leoline heard 

From the far Australian shore 
A heartsome, comforting word 

Of the Mends he had loved of yore, 
Who had trodden those downs with him, 

And gazed with him at the sea : 
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NoW; one heart and one will, they are happier still 

Though his happiness never shall be. 
For it told how that Brian had ^sailed 

When two years had dragged their way 
Through their four slow seasons and failed 

To bnng him a happy day; 
How he found her he sought so sad 

. By a dying uncle's side 
That his presence scarce made to be glad 

The heart of his promised bride ; 
How they tended him both till one day 

When long it had hovered above 
Death fled and surrendered its prey 

To the strength of a prayerM love ; 
And left him with softened heart, 

And affections no longer cold, 
Till Wealth seemed but a means^ and Love an end. 
And the bonds of Love and the heart of a Mend 

Worth more than a mountain of gold. 
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Kow he thinks of the place of his birth 

By the side of the Teviot stream^ 
And there seems* not a place on earth 

So fit for the happy dream 
That comes to him picturing there 

A home. Ah! word never felt 
In all the long years of care 

Since the time when his childhood dwelt 
By the mountain-streams, and a name 

Sweet as Home was the one fond word 
Which in trouble and merriment came, 

And the heart of a ' Mother ' heard. 
There bright as the merry child 

He played with in years of old, 
'Ere the temptress Fortune had smiled 

And his heart was hardened with gold. 
Shall Gertrude be shining and lighting for him 
A path that since then had been loveless and dim. 

Kot only for him, but be giving her grace 

« 
To the life of another from heart and from face, 
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Giving her grace, but keeping it still, 
As all that is perfect in nature will, 
Giying her grace, and moulding her soul 
To meet him half-way, an harmonious whole. 



" Oh joys of wedded life ! 

Oh days that might have been! 
Oh names of Home and "Wife 

"Whereon for a heart to lean ! 
Ye seem to be mocking me less 

Than of old, though it never can be 
That the sum of your happiness 

Can be aught but a dream to me. 
But here where aU things are good, 

"Where Nature and God are one, 
"Where her angel-form hath stood 

When Hope was as bright as the Sun 
"Which at midday proclaims it law to the skies, 

And dazzles with glory a mortal's eyes. 
Then her Love was the law of my soul, 

And Hope's dazzling power did bow 
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My gaze to the earth, and the scroll 

Of my fiitnre seemed shorter than now. 
For I thought hr less of the Heayen, whose Love 

Has taken her up to blossom above. 
Oh thankless and cold is man 

When a beautiM thing is lent, 
He turns to the gift and will not lift 

His heart to the God who sent: 
And blessed be GK>d who takes away 
When the heart hath fashioned a god of clay. 
Yet her Love is not taken too, 

It tarrieth round me still, 
It nerves me to stedfastly do 

My part of our Father's will. 
The sweetest idea that on earth was mine 
Gould only be lost in the Love Divine. 
Ah me! 'twas a glorious calm 

That season of true-love deep ! 
And gentle and loveful and wann 

Seemed life, like the gentle sleep 
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That is brooding now over land and sea, 
While the wavelets mormnr a InUaby. 

* In coelo quies * is writ on the hatchment over the 

door; 

* There is rest in Heaven* is writ by the stars on the 

azure floor; 
Eut Earth in its stillest times has a passionate voice 

that rolls 
With a slow sad murmur and plaint o'er the depths 

of our troubled souls, 
A murmur for things to be which it knows shall 

surely come, 
A murmur for earth to be what it never was yet, — 

a home. 
AU planets that roll through the sky, so the faith 

that I have would deem, 
Are part of the one great Home where dwells the 

Father Supreme, 
Save Earth with its toil and its sin ; but I know 

that the time shall be 
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When our wearied Earth through a second birth 

shall be meet for God's purity. 
Then the waves of the Sea shall forget the strain of 

the sad-world story, 
A fresh low-murmuring Sea with only the hymn of 

His glory ; 
A Sea like the glassy Sea that girdles the throne of 

Heaven, 
No more by the tempests tost and in storm- waves 

angrily driven. 
Ah me ! the Evangelist seer who uttered the things 

to be 
Beheld the new Heavens and Earth, and said ' there 

was no more Sea.' 
Sad do I feel to part with a Mend I have loved 

so well. 
Though of partings many and sad the sea-sui^;es 

love to tell ; 
And there shall be no more pain, no need for Mends 

to sever, 
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Ko leaTing mixed with the loving, though the loying 
be for ever. 

Yet fain would I find it again, for the musical voice 
of the Sea 

Is more than the sweetest song, that ever was song, 
to me; 

More thoughts than to any Mend have I whispered 
out to its roU, 

And I think that its ceaseless calm would be cease- 
less calm to my soul. 

The tempests gladden us now. Dear soul, I have 

watched them vfrith thee, 
We know the passwords for those that would talk 

vfrith the desolate Sea. 
We have heard its voice on the reefs when the 

winds were soughing and sighing. 
We have heard its voice far away in the inland 

copses dying, 
We have heard it at solemn night through the 

cottage windows sounding, 
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We have heard it at moming light when the waves 

were joyftJly bonndiiig : 
But never together we felt such calm on the land 

or the sea 
As reigns in the heavenly home that has opened 

its gates to thee; 
Eor the harmonies rolling there, and the work that 

the angels do 
Are bnt part of the rest that remains when the 

heavens and the earth are new. 

So he spake to himself, and the Sea came np by 

the night-wind driven, 
And a sound as of rustling wings came out of the 

cloudless heaven. 
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Xpvaia^ afiepm pKA^apov. 

I CHEEBiLY rose on the silent breast 

Of Earth with her hopes so new, 
Eor they glittered as slowly she woke from rest 

In tremulous drops of dew. 

And I played in the golden freshness round, 
And fought with the blue mist weU, 

As it rose from the earth to the silver sound 
That floated above and feU, 

To the silver sound of the matin song 
Which rang from the lark on high, 

As she told of new hopes in melody long 
To limitless fields of sky. 
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And over the centre of earth I stood 
When the youth of the mom had fled, 

And the air of the firmament reeled in the flood 
Of my golden splendour shed. 

Then on to the West I journeyed down 

In infinite glory strong. 
And crowned the light clouds with a blushing crown 

To linger behind me long. 

And Earth in her sorrow said, ''Leave me not 

To sit in the desolate night; 
The hopes of my mom are not all forgot, 

leave me not, holy light!" 

And I answered as slowly I sank to rest, 

"There cometh another dawn;" 
And flung back the shadows of night from the Weet, 

To point to the coming mom. 



135 



MILLY GKAY. 

PooB Milly Gray, 'tis four years since she died! 

Poor didst thou call her ? "No, but rich indeed ! 
Why should we call them poor whom God has tried 

And crowned 'mid Angels with His richest meed. 
Crowned above sceptred kings and earth's most great. 
Crowned with the glory of a heavenly state ? 

Why should we call them poor who ' ve found the pearl 
Above all price, and lie on Jesu's breast? 

To us she was a little simple girl, 
"Sow she's become God's noble in her rest; 

The day has changed to something more than she, 

The mortal put on immortality. 
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She is not poor, for she was poor below, 
Poor in the spirit, very rich in grace; 

Now seas of crystal bright before her flow, 
Now she beholds God's glory face to £&ce. 

Oh why then caU her poor, or ever weep 

For one who sees such gladness in her sleep? 

Why should we weep for goodness taken home? 
Why should we weep for glory perfected? 
Not in the voiceless chamels of the dead 
Lies the sweet spirit whom we loved and knew, 
Its prison it left and straightway upward flew, 
And stood by mercy 'neath the golden dome. 

Glorious without she was while here below; 

Glorious within her Saviour's blood has made her, 
Washing each little stain we could not know. 

So small they were to us they could not shade her ; 
Now our bright lily in a happy place 
Is very white, the Eose of Sharon giving grace. 
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Best in the Lord, rich one, thou hast sought and found. 
And we alone are poor compared with thee: 

Yet sometimes treading upon holy ground 
We put our shoes from of^ our feet and see 

How far the light of Qtod exceeds in good 

The grandeur of Egyptian servitude. 
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Then her beauty grew more wondrous 

And her color hotly roshed 
In the glory of her sammer, 

FloBhed and paled, and paled and flushed 

But a horrid dread of winter 

Gomes upon us as we fear 
That our flower is parched and drooping 

And the winter months draw near. 



Winds are sighing, leayes are flying 

In the wild October air; 
We are weeping, for she's sleeping 

By the church in Aldermere. 

Oh 'twill be a bitter winter, 
Gold and lonely, sister dear. 

When the frost is on the windows 
And the pools of Aldermere. 
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Sister, hast thou found a region 
Where 'tis spring-time all the year, 

Where sweet flowers are never drooping, 
As below in Aldermere? 



Then oh come and tell us, cheering 
All our souls with that great cheer, 

For we cannot trust our spring-times, 
Though they gladden Aldermere. 
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THE BLIND POET. 

He sat him by the wicket-gate, 

'* Why is my soul so long in fleeing r 
My heart is weary, — ^I cannot wait, 

Yet cannot burst the bonds of being. 
I have no hope in earthly life. 
But strive in grief, and grieve in strife, 
Though all my soul with Heaven is rife. 
For all my joys were bound in seeing." 

There came a light wind on his ear, 
And feU upon his heart of sorrow, 

And bore the voice of gladness near. 
An echo from the waUs to borrow, 

And whispered low, "Thou canst not die; 

Sow, sow thy seed in passing by; 

Earth is thy home, though heaven is nigh, 
The great earth waiting for its morrow." 
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Then gathered he his children round 

And sang of ancient myth and saying, 
And in the darkness pleasure found. 

And double pleasure in delaying; 
And men replied in passing by, 

"He sows his seed, he will not die. 
Life issues in Eternity! 

He blesses after-time in staying." 
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Fpon the barren height she wept. 
And spread her sackcloth on the rock, 
Now yielding to the merciless shock : 
Now the stem force of grief to mock 

The fount of outward sorrow slept. 

AU through the night, and through the day. 
The hot sun beating fiercely down, 
The cold wind wearing hoary frown, 
The strength of sorrow cannot drown, 

She wills to weep her soul away. 

Her bow is broken — ^There are those 
Her strength in life, her pride, her all. 
Cold, cold in death! — Upon them fall 
The rains of heaven, a dreary pall ! 

Her heart was broken, and she rose. 
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ETHEL. 

He brought her to his stately home, 

And aye so proud was she: 
He looked upon her bonny face, 

And aye so proud was he. 

*0 Love/ she said, 'by Heaven above, 

Thou art my joy to me.' 
* Love,' he said, * by thy bright eyes, 

Dear Love, I live in thee.' 

She dwelt a little tender flower 

Beside the stately tree, 
But perished in a wintry hour. 

When storms were on the sea. 
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He bore her to her silent home, 
And aye so cold was she, 

He turned him to his stately halls. 
And aye so sad was he. 
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A FRAGMEin?. 

Stay with thy soft and gentle loving hand 
Pressed on the brow that has known the weight 
of care. 

Softly the eye is falling on the land, 

Sunny beams float through the laughter-laden air. 

Kest still! Best still! Go thou not away! 

Lost is thy love in the great and lordly haUs; 
Better to watch the peace of parting day. 

Better to bide with the evening as it falls. 
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CYPAEISSUS. 

At mom througli Geos breathed the western wind 
Eresh from Gape Suniom, where the craggy rocks 
Beared their white pride above the dark-blue sea. 

At mom ApoUos^ rising from the wave. 
Looked on his own dear Geos with a smile, 
Its cities, harbours, fields, and woodland brakes. 
And threw his sunny splendour on them all: 
And smoke went up from Geos to the god. 

At mom yoimg Cyparissus through the wood 
Went glad at heart; beside him played his stag, 
His stag that at no other hand would feed. 
His stag that knew and loved and followed him 
The livelong day, as Cyparissus strayed 
Among the maids of Geos with his lyre. 
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Smile my sorrows down and send 

Messengers of peace, 
Glances which I take and store 

For my joy's increase. 

Esumest eyes! flash your love 
Strong with all that bends 

Hearts that struggle ceaselessly 
Unto noble ends! 



Fill my soul with your clear fire ! 

In your glance doth lie 
Tales of untired fortitude. 

Patient energy. 

Eyes of all that live to love, 

Wonderful are ye! 
Telling secrets which the tongue 

Keepeth guardedly. 
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Ye can speak — a little look 

More than words doth teU; 
There as on some precious book 

I do love to dwell; 
And we gazing eye to eye 
utter a great mystery. 



M 
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• SHE IS NOT DEAD BUT SLEEPETH/ 

She rests in peace: beside her tomb 
The grasses waye, the low wind sighs, 

Her spirit in its 'long long Home' 
Chants the glad music of the sides. 

What matter, Mends, though her dust sleep! 

Her spirit lives, we will not weep! 

Above her tomb the tall trees wave. 

The gentle shadows fall and rest 
In sorrowing on her silent grave 

Who leaneth on her Shepherd's breast. 
What matter, friends, though her dust sleep! 
Heaven took its own, we will not weep ! 
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Amid the tears of our distress 

She passed to join the silent dead. 
From sorrow and from weariness 

Her meek long-suffering spirit fled. 
What matter, Mends, though her dust sleep! 
Heaven took its own, we will not weep! 

Beside the lowly house of prayer 

Her tombstone unto us forlorn, 
Calming our grief, tells how from care 

She in the solitary mom, 
'Looking to Jesus,' fell asleep. 
God loves his own, we will not weep! 
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EMIGRAVIT. 



The cliffs they hear my voice upon the wind. 
The wood flowers breathing of the days that were, 
The moon that blesses our most holy sorrow. 
These hear my voice, but I am dumb to thee. 

One heart we wandered through the dews of mom, 
One soul we laboured in the heats of noon. 
One spirit closed in converse through the eve; 
What in this long long night am I to thee? 

The waters babble where our chil^ood dwelt: 
The summers come all careless of my woe, 
The cruel careless summers pass away; 
Yet, my Mend, my life flows full of thee. 
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The sea, the sea, it roars hetween our love, 
The Tindying winds blow coldly o'er the sea, 
The eternal waves roll ever to the shore! 
"Will they not pitying bring thee back to me? 
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THE LAST LOOK AT LAND. 



The wind blows fair, the ship flies o'er 

The swelling, bounding sea. 
Dear land, I leave thee, never more 

A resting-place for me. 

The tame bird leaves its prison-home. 

And joys that it is froe, 
Darts through the air like sparkling foam 

Upon the dark-green sea. 

A tender eye had watched it first, 

Tender as love could be, 
A tender haad it was that nursed , 

Its glad captivity. 
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Soon will it torn its faithless eye 

To "where love used to be, 
Long to go back to love and die 

Bather than thus be free. 



So while I seek new life, my heart 
Teams in aU joys to thee : 

Dear Island, death alone can part 
My longing thoughts from thee! 
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FORGET-ME-NOT. 



Thebe is a little flower that loves 

To dwell beside the stream 
Which breaks the stillness of the groves 

Or courts the sun's warm beam. 

Its 'darling blue' through changing hours 

Looks ever to the sky, 
When heaven is bright or tempest lowers, 

In constant purity. 

One flower there grew in lonely dream 

By all the world forgot, 
It flung its shadow on the stream 

And said 'forget-me-not.' 
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Farewell passed sadly throagh the grove, 

And plucked it from the spot; 
And Farewell gave it unto Love 

And said 'forget-me-not.' 

She took it tenderly and fed 

The gentle bloom with tears; 
That dear farewell is never dead, 

But lingers in her ears. 

She keeps the flower, her days axe bright 

In sunshine or in gloom, 
For aye she guards with sad delight 

Her flower's unchanging bloom. 
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Down by the yew-trees dreary 
They three (Jod-loved sleep, 

Leaying me lonely and weary, 
What can I do but weep? 

"Weep! "Weep for me only, 
Clouds of l^ovember gray ! 

Here it is bitter and lonely, 
There it is always May! 



177 



THE SNOW-LINE. 

'Let me come up and range o'er all thy heart! 

Send back a swift reply! 
Let me come up and scale from part to part! 

I will climb up or die. 

*A11 through the spring I've plucked the odorous 
flowers 

That bloomed about its base; 
Let me come higher in the simimer hours 

And find a resting-place, 

* There where the sun-light crowns the summit, far 

Above the eternal snow, 
Where looking grandly up to sun and star 

Thou scomest things below; 
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THE DOFBLE-DREAM. 

Oh take me to my southern home, the sunshine and 

the flowers 
Are glowing with the memories of the happy happy 

hours: 
It is cold here, very cold here, but the land beyond 

the sea 
Is fall of warmth and Hght and love for the Mother 

dear and me. 



Oh take me to my sunny home. Just now a dream 

m 

came o'er me ; 
The garden and the river were gleaming there before 

me, 
And alone amongst the flowers beneath the clear 

blue sky 
On the weU-remembered terrace stood the Mother 

dear and I. 
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Then we wandered, as so ofben you have said that 

we would do, 
To the churchyard on the hillside that skirts the 

deep sea-hlue, 
To the churchyard where they sleep in dust — our 

loyed, our sainted three, 
"With the snow-white angels guarding them for the 

Mother dear and me. 



So a child half- waking murmured: hut of those 

confused two 
The dream within the dream was hy far more nearly 

true, 
For 'twas a mom of Italy came hrbadening o'er the 

sea 
As they nestled close together, the mother dear and 

she! 
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THE CHANNEL FLEET. 

OcTOBXB 25th, 1859. 

What though the waves break madly on the shore 
In ceaseless thunder, and the winds are loud 
Eaging all night through drifts of southern cloud, 

Still o'er the wild sea-path through whirl and roar 

Scdl the great ships of England, evermore 

Seeking the ways where angriest seas are ploughed ; 
Then when the tamed winds pipe through yard 
and shroud 

Turn haven-wards tall-masted as before. 

Hearing the brave deed told our hearts are stirred, 
And our fond faith therein a type would find 

Of thee, our Land, in some wild time to be 

Biding 6od-loved the storm, though round is heard 
The roaring of the waters and the wind. 

Distress of nations and perplexity. 
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The Restoration of Belief. 

Crown 8vo. cloth, Ss. 6df. 

**A volume which contains logical sagacity, and philosophic comprehension, as well 
as the magnanimity and courage of faith, in richer profmian than any othfr 
work bearing on religious matters that has been addressed to this generation. 
* The Restoration of Belief* may, in many respects, take a place among the 
books of the nineteenth century, corresponding to that Justly conceded by lis 
to the * Analogy* of Butler in the literature of the last age, or to the * Thoughts* 
of Pascal in that oj the age preceding** — NouTU B&iTisu Rxvilir. 



14 NSW WORKS AND KEW EDITIONS, 

THE WORKS OF 

FREDERICK DENISON MAURICE, M.A., 

ChapUin of Lincoln** Inn, 

Exposition of the Holy Scriptures: 

(1.) The Patriarchs and Lawgiyers. 6*. 

(2.) The Prophets and Kinp. 10*. ^d. 

(3.) The Gospels of St. Matthew, Mark, and Luke, smd the 

Epistles of St. Paul, Peter, James, and Jude, 14*. 

(4.) The Gospel of St. John. 10*. ^d. 

(6.) The Epistles of St. John. 7*. 6rf. 

Exposition of the Prayer Book : 

(1.) Sermons on the Ordinary Services. 5*. 6^. 

(2.) The Church a Family : Being Sermons on the Occasional 

Services. 4*. 6^. 

Ecclesiastical History. 10*. 6rf. 

What is Revelation ? With Letters on Mr. MansePs Bamptou 
Lectures. 

The Lord's Prayer. Third Edition. 
The Doctrine of Sacrifice. 

Theological Essays. Second Edition. 

Christmas Day, and other Sermons. 
The Religions of the World. Third Edition. 
Learning and Working. 

The Indian Crisis. Five Sermons. 

The Sabbath, and other Sermons. 
Law on the Eable of the Beeg. 



10*. 


U. 


2*. 


6rf. 


7*. 


U, 


10*. 


6rf. 


10*. 


U. 




5*. 




5*. 


2*. 


6i. 


2*. 


^d. 


4*. 


Qd. 



The Worship of the Church, A Witness for the 

Redemption of the World. !*• 

The Word *' Eternal*' and the Punishment of the 

Wicked. Third Edition. 1*. 

Eternal Life and Eternal Death. i*. 6rf. 

The Name Protestant, and the English Bishopric at 

Jerusalem. Second Edition. 3*. 

Right and Wrong Methods of Supporting Pro- 
testantism. 1*. 
The Duty of a Protestant in the Oxford Election. 

1847. 1«. 

^^be Case of Queen's CoWege, IiowSlotl. i«. 6rf. 

•A and Life. InMemonamC.^.U. \*, 
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MANUALS FOR THEOLOGICAL STUDENTS, 

UNIFORMLY FEINTED AND BOUND, 

It i9 now about seven years since the Prospectus of this Series 
was first issued. Pour volumes liavc been published, and 
others are in an advanced state. The reception which these 
' volumes have met with, has fully justified the anticipation with 
which the PubUsbera commenced the Series, and warrants them 
in the belief, that their aim of supplying books ** concise, com- 
prehensive, and accurate," "convenient for the professional 
Student and interesting to the general reader," has been not 
unsucoesafuUy iulfilled. 

The following paragra})l>s appeared in the original Prospectus, and may 
be here conveniently reproduced : — 

** The Authors beiug Clergymen of the English Church, and the Series 
being designed primarily for the use of Candidates for ojfice in 
her Ministry, the books will seek to be in accordance with her 
spirit and principles ; and as the spirit and principles of the 
English Church teach charity and truth, so in treating of the 
opinions and principles of other communions, every effort will 
be made to avoid acrimony or misrepresentation. 

** It will be the aim of the writers throughout the Series to avoid all 
dogmatic expression of doubtful or individual opinions." 



A General View of the History of the Canon of the 
New Testament during the first FOUR centuries. 

By Brookjj Poss Westcott, M.A., formerly Pellow of Trinity 
College, Cambridge. Crown 8vo. cloth, 12*. 6rf. 

The Author is one of those who are teaching tw that it is possible to^ rifle the 
storehottses of German theology, without bearing away the taint of their atmo- 
sphere : and to recognise the vatue of their aeeumulaied treasures^ and even 
track the vagaries of their theoretic ingenuity y without abandoning in the pursuit 
the clear sight ana sound feetina of English common setise .... It it by far 
the best and most complete booh of the Hnd; and we should be glad to see it 
well placed on the lists of our examining chaplains** — Guardian. 

• *' Learned y dispassionate ^ discriminating, worthy of his subject^ and the present 
state of Christian Literature in relation to it.** — ^Bbitish Qvaktxrlt. 

** To the student in Theology U will prove an admirable Text-Booii 0ndto all 
others who have any curiosity on the subject it will be satisfaetory at fune of the 
most useful and instructive pieces of history which the records, of He Church 
supply "-^JjOSDWf Ql7A3lTXItLT. 



II KEW WOK&S AND NEW EDITIONS. 

THEOLOGICAL MANUALS-contmaed. 

II. 

History of the Christian Church, during the Middle 
Ages and the Reformation (a.d. 590-1600). 

By the Venerable Chasles Hasdwick, Archdeacon of Ely. 

2 vols, crown 8?o. 10s. td. each. 

Vol. I. History of the Church to the Excommunication of Luther. 
With Four Maps. 

Vol. II. History of the Reformation. 

Each Volume may be had separately. 

' FtUl in rsfereneet and authority, tyttematie and formal in division, mtk etumgk 
of life in the tiyle to counteract the dryness inseparable from its hrepity, and 
exhihitiny the results rather than the principles of investigation » Ma. Hakd- 
wiCK is to he congratulated on the successful achievement of a difi&ult task,* 

— CHRISTIAIt EeMKM B&AIVCER. 

*' Ee has bestowed patient and extensive raiding on the collection of his materials; 
he has selected them with Judgment; and he presents them in an equable and 
compact style** — Sfxctator. 

'* To a good method and good materials Ma. Habdwick adds that great virtue, 
a perfectly transparent style. We did not expect to find great literary muditie* 
in such a manual, but we have found them ; we should be satisfied in this 
respect with conciseness and inteuigibil^y ; but while this book has both, U w 
also elegant, highly finished, and highly interesting** — NoNCOHlOKMlST . 

m. 

History of the Book of Common Prayer, 

together with a Rationale of the several Offices. By E&ancis 

pRuCTER, M.A., Vicar of Witton, Norfolk, formerly Fellow of 

St. Catharine's College, Cambridge. Fourth Edition, revised and 

enlarg»id. Crown 8vo. doth, 10«. ^d. 

Ma. Proctkr's ' History of the Book of Common Prayer' is by far the best 

coMfitentary extant Not only do the present illustrations embrace the 

whole range of original sources indicated by Ma. Falmxk, but Ma. ]pBOCTXB 
compares the present Book of Common Prayer with the Scotch and Ameritan ' 
forms i and he frequently sets out in full the Sarum OMces. As a manual of 
extensive information, historical and rttual, imbued with sound Church prinet- 
pies, we are entirely satisfied with Ma. PaocTsa's important volume** 

Christian Abmsmbraucbr. 

It is indeed a complete and fairly-written history of the Liturgy; and from t^e 
dispassionate way in which disputed points are touched on, wUl prove to many 
troubled consciences what ought to be known to them^ viz.: — that they may, 
without fear of compromising the princmles of evangelical truth,give their dsaent 
mtd consent to the contents of the Book of Common Prayer, Mr. Proctbr JUtt 
40tte ayreatservioeto the Chwrch by this admirable digest.** 



CLASS-BOOKS FOR COLLEGES AND SCHOOLS, 

FUBUBHKD BT 

MACMILLAN AND CO. 

CAMBRIDGE, 

AND 23, HENRIETTA STREET, COVENT GARDEN, LONDON. 

MATHEMATICAL. 
BT G. B. AIRT, M.A., F.B.S., 

Aitronomer RoytU, 

Mathematical Tracts on the Lunar and Planetary 

Theories. The Figure of the Earth, Precession and Nutation, 
the Calculus of Variations, and the Undulatorj Theory of Optics. 
Fourth Edition, revised and improved* 8vo. cloth, 15«. 

B7 B. D. BEASLE7, M.A 

Head Master of Grantham Orammar School. 

Ah Elementary Treatise on Plane Trigonometry; 

with a numerous Collection of Examples, chiefly designed for the 
use of Schools and Beginners. Crown 8vo. cloth, 3«. %d. 

BT 6E0B6E BOOLE, D.G.L., 

Professor of MaihemaUes in Queen^s Universitp, Ireland. 

A Treatise on Differential Equations. Crown 8vo. doth, lis. 



BT W. A. DREW, M.A, 

Second Master of Blaekheaih Proprietary School. 

A Geometrical Treatise on Conic Sections. With a 

Copious Collection of Examples, embodying everv Question 
which has been proposed in the Senate-House at Cambridge. 

Crown 8vo. cloth, 4#. 6d 

BT A R. GRANT, M.A., 

S. M, Inspector of S^uhUs, 

Plane Astronomy. Including Explanations of Celestial Phe- 
nomena, and Descriptions of Astronomical Inatt^asbKsoNs^ "^^^^^ 



18 MATHEMATICAL CLASS-BOOKS, 

BT H. A. MORGAN, M.A., 

Fellow and Sadlerian Lecturer ofJetut College, Cambridge. 

A Collection of Problems and Examples set at Jesus 
College, Cambridge, during 1850 — 57. Arranged 

in the Different Subjects progressively, with Answers to all the 
Questimis. Grown. 8vo. cloth, ts, ^d. 

CAMBRIDGE SENATE-HOUSE PROBLEMS :- 

184,8 — ^1851. With Solutions by TEaREBs and Jackson. 15x. 6d. 

1848 — ^1851 (Riders). With Solutions by Jameson. 7s. 6rf. 

1854!. With Solutions by Walton and Mackenzie. 10*. 6rf. 

1857. With Solutions by Campion and Walton. 8«. M. 

BT BARNARD SMITH, M.A., 

Fellow of St. Peter*t College, Cambridge. 

1. Arithmetic and Algebra, in their Principles and 

Application : containing numerous systematically arranged 
Examples, taken from the Cambridge Examination Papers. With 
especial reference to the ordinary Examination for B.A. Degree. 
SixxH Editiok, revised and enlarged throughout. 

Crown Svo. (696 pages) strongly bound in doth, 10s. ^d. 

2. Arithmetic for the Use of Schools. New Edition. 

Crown 8vo. (347 pages) strongly bound in cloth, ^» %d. 

3. A Key to Arithmetic for Schools. (290 pages) strongly 

bound in cloth, 8^ 6(^. 

4. Mechanics and Hydrostatics in their Principles and 

Application : containing numerous systematically arranged 
Examples, taken from the Cambridge Examination Papers, with 
special reference to the ordinary B.A. Examination. [Preparing. 

BT G. HALE PUCELE, M.A., 

Head Master of Windermere College. 

An Elementary Treatise on Conic Sections, and Alge- 
braic Geometry; with a numerous Collection . of Easy 
Examples, progressively arranged. Second Edition, revised and 
enlarged. . Crown 8vo. cloth, 7s. '6d. 

** A better elementary h&ok <m the Conic Seeiions and Analytical Geometry could 
noi be put into the hmdt of the student, and we have no doubt thai U will 
command a wide circulation amongtt aU those teachers and instructors who can 
appreciaie Us merit* as a cto#»-6oofc.*'— "EwOtIawi ^ws^skil ^i "Ed^ci.tiok. 
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BT J. C. SNOWBALL, M.A., 

Fellow of St. John's College, Cambridge. 

1. The Elements of Plane and Spherical Trigonometry. 

Greatlj. improved and enlarged. 

Ninth Edition, Crown 9?o. strongly bound in cloth, 7s. 6d. 

2. An Introduction to the Elements of Plane Trigono- 

metry* Designed for the use of Schools. Second Edition. 

8vo. 5«. 

3. The Cambridge Course of Elementary Mechanics 

and Hydrostatics. To which are added nnmerons Examines 
and Problems chieflj from the Universitj Examination Papers, 
with Hints for their Solution. Eourth Edition. 

Crown 8vo. bound i^ cloth, 5«. 

By P. G. TAIT, M-iL, Fellow of St. Peter's College, and Professor 
of Mathematics in Queen's College, Belfast, and W. J. STEELE, 
Fellow of St. Peter's College. 

A Treatise on Dynamics, with numerous Examples. 

Crown Rvo. cloth, 10#. rtrf. 
BT S. PARKINSON, B.D., 

Fellow and Attitkml Tnhr «J SI, Juk^^t VuHp^p^ VttmkftA^ 

1. An Elementary Treatise on Mtu^lmnioM- ^WiluMiw* 

of the Junior Classei at the Unlveriity, nutt lh»» \\\^\m tJIn^w 
in Schools. With a copiouH OoUeotiMU i\f }A\m\\\\\^*- 

2. A Treatise on Optics. dniwu tivM.i»lMM»i liM H»^ 

BT J. B. PHSARi MAm 

Ftlhw 0/ C/«r4 P9ll»uft r(M|i*r^«. 

Elementary Hydrostatiod. With numerom Uxamples and 
Solutions. Second Edition. Prown ivo. olatUx U. M. 
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20 MATHEMATICAL CLASS-BOOKS, 

B7 I. TODHUNTEB, MJL., 

Fellow and AsHttant Tutor of St. John's College, Cambridge, 

1 . A Treatise on Algebra. For the use of students in the 

Univeraities and in Schools. With numerous Examples. 

Crown 8vo. cloth, 7t* 6e^. 

2. A Treatise on Plane Trigonometry. For the use ot 

Students in the Universities and in Schools. With numerom 
Examples. Crown 8ro. clotL 5«. 

3. A Treatise on Spherical Trigonometry. For the use 

of Students in the Universities and in Schools.' With numerous 
Examples. Crown 8yo. cloth, 4tf.'0^.' 

4. A Treatise on Plane Co-ordinate Geometry, 

as applied to the Straight Line and the CONIC SECTIONS. 
With numerous Examples. Second Edition, revised. 

Crown Svo. doth, lOi; 6^ 

5. A Treatise on the Differential Calculus. With 

numerous Examples. Second Edition, revised. 

Crown Svo. cloth, 10«. ^tk 
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6. A Treatise on the Integral Calculus, and its 

Applications. With numerous Examples. 

Crown Svo. cloth, lOt. 6d> 

7. A Treatise on Analytical Statics. With numerous 

Examples. Second Edition, revised and enlarged. 

Crown Svo. cloth, 10s, 6i. 

8. Examples of Analytical Geometry of Three 

Dimensions. Crown Svo. doth, 4<. 

BY W. p. WILSON, M.A., 

J*ro/e9$oro/ Mathematice in the Universitp of Melbourne, 

A Treatise on Djmamics. ^^lo. bds. 9#. 6i. 
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CLASSICAL. 

iiEschyli Eumenides. The Greek Text, wick Englisli Notes, and 
an Introdaction, containing an Analysis of C. 0. Muller*s Disser- 
tations, With an English Metrical Translation. By Bbbkabd 
Drake, M.A., late Fellow of King's College, Cambridge. 

8vo. cloth, 7^ 6ci. 

Demosthenes de Corona. The Greek Text, with English Notes. 
By Behnabd Drake, M.A., late Fellow of King's College, Cam- 
bridge. Crown Svo. cloth, 5«. 

Demosthenes on the Crown. Translated by J. P. Nobrib, 

* Fellow of Trinity College, Cambridge, and one of Her Majesty's 
Inspectors of Schools. Crown 8vo. cloth, 8f. 

** Admirably representing both the tense and style of the original **'^A.ttLtVMtJU » 

Thucydides, Book VI. The Greek Text, with English Notes : 
and a Map of Syracuse. By Perciyal Frost, jun. M.A., late 
Fellow of St. John's College, Cambridge. 8vo. cloth, 7«< 6i 

Juvenal for Schools. With English Notes. By J. E. B. Mayor, 
M.A., Fellow and Assistant Tutor of St. John's College, Cambridge, 

Crown 8vo. cloth, 10«. Qd, 

Sallust for Schools. With Englisli Notes. By C. Mewvale, 

B.D., late Fellow and Tutor of St. John's College, Cambridge, &e 
Author of a ''History of Borne," &c. Second Edition. 

Fcp. 8yo. cloth, 4s, 6d. 
The " Catilina" and the " Jugurtha" may be had separately, price 2<. 6d, 

each, in cloth. • 

A First Latin Construing Book. Compiled by Edward 

Thring, M.A., Head Master of the Koyal Grammar School, 
Uppingham, and formerly Fellow of King's College, Cambridge. 



22 GRfiEK AND LATIN CLASS-BOOKS» 

BT J. WBIGHT, M.A., 

Of Trinity College, Cambridge, Head Matter of Sutton Coldfield Grammar School. 

1 . A Help to Latin Grammar. With Easy Exercises, both 
English and Latin, Questions, and Vocabulary. 

Crown 8vo. cloth^ 4*. 6rf. 

'* This book aim* at helping the learner to overstep the threshold difficulties of the 
Latin Grammar ; and never leas there a better aid offered alike to teacher trnd 
scholar in that arduous pass. The style is at once familiar and tMlni^ly 
simple and lucid; and the explanations precisely hit ike difficulties, and 
thoroughly explain them. It is exactly adopted for the instruction of children ; 
and mil, we prophecy, be the means of making many a grood^Latin scholar. 
The children mho are early disgusted by heaps of rules which iheg cannot 
understand is legion. It is a great detriment to good instruction, and Mr. 
Wright deserves our best thanks or removing it. No chUd of moderate ee^' 
city can fail to understand his grammar^ the study of which ought to precede 
that of every other. It wHl also much facilitate the aequiremeni ef English 

^«ffMMr.**»£NOLISH JOUBJN^ OF EDUCATIOIf* 

2. The Seven Kings of Rome. An easy Narrative, abridged 
from the First Book of Livy, by the omission of difficult passages, 
in order to serve as a Eirst Latin Construing-book, vdth Gram- 
matical Notes and Lidex. S£coin) Edition. Ecap. 8yo. cloth, 3«. 

" The Notes are abundant, explicit, and fuU of such grammatical and oiher infer- 
mation as boys require" — ^Athen-SUM. 

3. A Vocabulary and Exercises on " The Seven 
Eangs of Rome." Fcap. 8vo. cloth, 2«. 6^. 

The Vocabulary may he ohtained bound up with "Tee Ssyev 

Kings of Rome,'* price be. 



** 



4. Hellenica; or, a History of Greece in Greek, 

beginning with the Invasion of Xerxes ; as related by Diodorus 
and Thucsydides. With Notes, Critical and Historical, and a 
Vocabulary, in order to serve as a First Greek Constrmng^book. 
Second Edition. 12ma cloth, 3«. 6d. 

** The Notes are exactly of that illustrative and suggestive nature which tkt 
student at the commencement of his course most stands in need of, and which 
the scholar, who is also an experienced teacher, alone can supply, "-^"EiDVCk- 
TioNAL Tikes, 
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ENGLISH. 

The Elements of Grammar taught in English. 

By Edward Thbing, M.A., Head Master of Uppingliam School. 
A New Edition. 18mo. bound in cloth, 2«. 

The Child's Grammar. Being the substance of the above, 
with Examples for Practice. Adapted for Junior Classes. A 
New Editic^. 18mo. limp cloth. Is, 

" !%(? book cannot be too strongly recommended or too ¥ndely einmlaiea. Hi 
price U small and its value great**— 'ATSVJXMUil. 

'* We acknowledge with gratitude the service he has rendered so practical and 
sensible. The author has successfully attempted to show how Grammar is to 
be taught. . . . The method of Mr. Thrin^fs Grammar is the most rational we 
have seen ; and it is worked out with simplicity ^predision, and completeness" — 
NoircoNfoaMiST. 

By the same Author, 

School Songs. A Collection of Songs for Schools. With the 

Music arranged for Pour Voices. Edited by Eet. E. Thbing and 
H. Eiccius. Music dze. Is, Qd, 



CONTENTS. 



Good Night.— QieheL 
Agnus Del 
Christmas Carol. 
Echoes op Uppingham. 
There is a Reaper, Death. 
Burial March of Dundbb. — 

Aytoun. 
England's Hbroes. 
Iv^RT. — Lord Macavlay, 
The Red Cross Knight. 
Charge op the Light Brigade. — 

Tennyson, 
Mat Song. — Holty, 
The Rockingham Match. 
Farewell, Thou Noble Wood. 
Come, Follow Me. 
Ho, Ho, Ho ! Stag and Roe. 



Let Mb Nbvbb Choose. 

Chickbt Song* 

With His Bow and Arrows.— 

Weber. 
Fives Song. 

Heiqho, Mt Brave OAUAirfs. 
There Lived a Kinq nr Rhine- 

LAND. 

Prinob EnoBNius. 

Diboe. 

The Good Comrade. 

Wb March to the Beav ov tBX 

MuFELEB Drum. 
The Uppingham Chorus. 
Lord, Have Mercy on Mb. 
The Two Hares. 
The Dbeaus ob CHiLDH<(y^\^. 



24 RBUaiOUS CLASS-BOOKS. 

BELiaiOUS. 

History of the Christian Church, from Gregory the 
Great to the Reformation (a.d. 590-1600). 

Bj the Venerable Chakles Habdwick, B.D., Archdeacon of 
Ely. Two Vols, crown 8?o. cloth, 21i. 

VoL I. History from Gregory the Great to the Excommunication of 
Luther. With Maps. 

Vol. II. History of the Reformation in the Church. 

Each Volume may be had separately, price 10<. 6(2. 

History of the Book of Common Prayer : with a Rationale 

of its Offices. By F&akcis Pbocteb, M.A., Vicar of Witton, 
Norfolk, and late Fellow of St. Catherine's College. Foorth 
Edition, revised and enlarged. Crown 8yo. cloth, lOt. 6d. 

Notes for Lectures on Confirmation. With suitable 

Prayers. By 0. J. Vaxtghan, D.D., Head Master of Harrow 
School. Second Edition. Fcap. Svo. cloth. Is. 6d. 

The Catechiser's Manual ; or, The Church Catechism 
Illustrated and Explained. ByARTHX7EBAMSAY,MA., 

of Trinity College, Cambridge. 18mo. doth, 3«. 6i. 

Hand-Book to Butler's Analogy. With Notes. By c. A. 

SwAiNSON, M.A., Principal of the Theolo^cal College and Pre- 
bendary of Chichester. Crown 8vo. Is. 6df. 

History of the Canon of the New Testament during 
the First Pour Centuries. By Brooke Foss Westcott, 

M.A., late Fellow of Trinity College, Cambridge. 

Crown 8 vo. cloth, . 12*. 6(/. 

History of the Christian Church during the First 

Three Centuries, and the Reformation in England. By 
William Simpson, M.A., of Qneen's College, Cambridge. 

Fcp. 8yo. cloth, 5«. 

Analysis of Paley's Evidences of Christianity, in the 

form of Question and Answer, with Examination Papers. By 
Charles H. Crosse, M.A., of Caius College, Cambridge. 

18mo. 3«. 6^. 
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